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That his peaceful retreat should invaded be
By a drunken buffalo.
The hood spread out as he gathered to spring. He would teach the fool for the Serpent King
A proper respect to show.
The horrified guests gazed down with dread
As the torches lit the gloom. The black head poised like the lance of fate, While the buffalo danced inebriate,
Unconscious of her doom.
But just in the nick of time there passed
Old Buddhu, the village Shikarry, Who could nose a feast like a trusty hound; For well he knew good things are found
When folks are about to marry.
He pushed his way through the wedding throng,
His matchlock old unslung, Took a deadly aim with conscious pride, And pulled the trigger.   The well's steep side
With the thunderous echo rung.
When the gun's report had died away,
They heard the buffalo groan. The rolling wreaths of vapour cleared, And upside down the cow appeared,
As still as a paving-stone.
Had Buddhu missed the serpent huge, And hit the cow instead?